140        THE THINGS WE ARE

"He very nearly got locked out/' said
Mrs. Williams.

"He looks as though he's been here a
hundred years, at least, doesn't he?"

Mrs. Williams looked at Boston with a
smile of satisfied ownership.

" Now that is a nice thing to say/' she

said.

" Why, youVe done what we could never

do/' said Bettington. "You've made him
human." That was not what he meant
exactly. "You've drawn him out of his
shell."

"It's Mrs. Williams's fault/' said Boston.
" Perhaps shell be sorry."

" I think people ought to enjoy themselves,"
she said generally. And it seemed that
the person who failed to reflect something
of the gleam in her spectacles must be of a
dull substance indeed.

They went on with the next rubber. All
through it Boston was wanned by the
comfortable sense that not he, but Bettington,
was now the stranger. He talked and made
stupid jokes; he felt even at one moment
that he was showing off his intimacy with
the Williamses, his security in their house.
But Bettington was only the more delighted